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d iv, perhaps	May I look at it? Ah, no—do not trouble
to "take it off."
But observing the pride in Uncle Pieter's eye, Julie un-
pinned the brooch and held it out. How different it had
looked in its bed of snow! How mad she must have been
to put it there! Now it was being held up for admiration,
the centre of a cluster of polished finger-nails, from which
Julie raised her eyes to see her stepfather, with white cut?
edging the sleeve of his outstretched arm, move forward
to iake Lewis's hand.
"But Alison, what a chance! You in the Hague! Unfor-
tunately we're just leaving. But you must lunch with us.'*
"Leaving?" Lewis said.
"And here's Julie. You haven't forgotten her?"
Her hand was in his.
"Are you leaving?" he said. "Not to-day? Not now?"
She moved her lips, touched them with her tongue,
"Thank you," said the woman with the sapphires. "Shall
I pin it on for you—there!"
"Shall we go in to lunch?" Uncle Pieter had taken
Lewis's arm and was leading him away. "Come, Alison,
we must find a place for you," and, as they were moving
towards the dining-room, he added: "Why not come up to
Enkendaal with us? The cottage is full, I know. Stay in the
Castle, then. Is that possible? Stay until Dirk's papers are
finished."
"You may be inviting me for years," Lewis answered.
"Well, ... so much the better. You 11 earn your keep.
.. . Isn't that a good idea, Julie?"
She saw Lewis's eyes on hers, and answered: "Yes . , ,
yes"—the repetition being a scarcely spoken secret of her
breath, for she seemed to be consenting to a miracle; the
word raised her from the dead. She was giddy under the
impact of life and she thought: How shall this body die
and these limbs be cold beyond the sun? And because the
idea of death was to her then but a sheet of transparent
glass, holding no image of herself, she saw her body in her
grave as a child sees, through the window of a doll's house,
a doll lying in its bed. She saw herself lying with open

